FLOWERS   AND    PICTURES

neighbourhood would be away, and anyhow I could not
call dinner-jackets from the vasty deep. It was all
Lombard Street to a China Orange (I wish someone
would explain that phrase to me!) that I should, after
dining, spend the evening, whether joining-in or
merely overhearing, with a number of men in real or
imagined riding-breeches talking about the Devon and
Somerset Staghounds.

I came to a gate on a rise, went inside, sat down, and
began to eat my sandwiches, looking at the distant hills.
I was on the border of the county and already I could
almost smell the washes, pink, yellow, cream and white,
of the cob houses and the flowers in the rich cottage-
gardens. "Why," thought I to myself, thinking of my
story of the day before, "should cottage gardens be left
to the bad painters? Why should apples on a tree not be
painted and flowers as they grow, nodding to each other
behind the palings, blue and yellow and red; but only
flowers, boldly generalized, in urban glass or china, and
apples, anaemic on trays with beer bottles beside them,
tamed, bled and sicklied by the denizens of Charlotte
Street and the Cafe du Dome, all aping that able man
who had a mania for reducing all things to structure,, to
anatomy, to bone and plane?"

Countless cottage gardens, farm gardens, gardens of
modest old houses, I remembered from my youth,
secluded by walls, half-screened by fences, or merging
hedgeless into long orchard grass where jonquils grew
under the spangled shadows of the apple-trees. It is
almost unbearable pain to see them now; the Canterbury
bells and sweet-williams in their season, the hollyhocks
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